The B8ory of King Leon 

„ _ t Enter Steward. 

Stew My Lord of Glocefter hath conueycd him hence, 

. ome fine or fixe and thirty of his Knights hotqueftrits after 
mj,met him at gate, who with fome other of the Lords depen 

, >«ybo£ 

Corn. Get horfes for your miftris. 

G wj.Farwell fwcet Lord and fifter. 

Com Edmund farwell : go feeke the trai^TSSf * 

Pinion him like a tbeefe,bring him before vs 
Though we may not pafle vpon his life 
Without the forme of iuftice,yet our power 
Shall do a curtefie to our wrath,which men may blame 
But not controle ; who’s thcrc,the traitor i 

Enter Gi oc eft er jbrought in by two or three, 
^.Ingratefull Fox tis he. 

Cmr.Binde fall: his corky armes. 

Glofi. What meanes your Graces, good my friends confider. 
You are my guefts,do me no foule play friends. 

Corn. Binde him I fay. 

^ifg-.HardjhardjO filthy traitor ! , 

Gloft. Vnmercifull Lady as you are,I am true. 

Corn. To this chaire binde him,villaine thou {halt find— 

Gloft. By the kinde Gods tis moft ignobly done, to plucke me 
by the beard. , ‘ 

RegSo white,and fuch a T raitor, (njychin, 

(7/t>/?.Naughty Lady,thefe haires which thoudoft rauifii fi5 
Will quicken and accufc thee,I am your hoft ; 

With robbers hands, my hofpitable fauours 

You /hould not rufiell tlu^s,yvhat willjypu jdp ? . 

Corn.Comc fir.what letters had. you late from Frsisce ? 

Keg.Bc fimple anfwercr,for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy ^aue you with theitraitors lately 
footed in the kingdomc ? 

Eeg.To whole hands haueyou lent the I unatickc king, (peak ? 

dtoft , 
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Gloft, I haue a letter gueffingly fee downe. 

Which came from one that’s of a neutrall heart, 

And not from one oppofed. 

Cww.Cunning. 

Reg.Xad falfe. 

Caw. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Gloft. ToTtouer. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? waft thou not charg d at perm— — ■ 
Corn. Wherefore to Douer ? let him firft anfwer that. 

Gloft. I am tide tot’h ftake,and I muft ftand the courfe* 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer fir ? 
gloft. Bccaufe I would not fee thy cruell nSyles 
Plucke out hi* poore olde eyes, nor thy fierce fifter 
In his aurynted fiefti rafti borifh phangs. 

The fea with fuch a ftorme of his lou’d head 
In hell blacke night endur’d, would haue laid vp 
And quencht the fteeled fires, yet poore old heart. 

He holpt the heauens to rage. 

If Wolueshad at thy gate heard that dearne time, 

Thou fhouldft haue laid .good Porter turne the key, 

All cruels elfe fubfcrib’d.buc I fhall fee 
The winged vengeance ouertakc fuch children. 

Corn.Sec t {halt thou ncuer,fellowes hold the chaire, 

Vpon thofe eies of thine, lie fet my footc. 

Gloft Me that will thinke to liue till he be old * — 

Giue me fome helpe,o cruell,o ye Gods ! 

^cr.One fide will mocke another, tother to. 

Com. If you fee vengeance— — 

Sermnt.Uold your hand my Lord, 

I haue feru’d you euer fincel was achilde, (hold. 

But better fcruice haue I neuer done you, then now tobidyou 

AV^.How now you dog. 

Ser « If you^did wearc a beard vpon your chin.ide (bake it on 
this quarrell.what do you meane? 

Corn.My villaine. Draw and fight. 

Ser. Why then comb on, and take the chance of anger. 
&g,Giuc me thy fword,a pelant ftand vp thus. 



